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her, seeking his love and knowledge of her within the
agony of sensual confusion by which he was possessed.
With a low cry of the breath she fell from him and knelt
upon the ground and sheltered her fjce in her hands.
"From the beginning, I knew. From the very beginning
I knew. From the very beginning," she said, after a ionj;
silence.
She lowered her hinds and stared before her, feeling
that in some way \\hieh her most secret heart could not
express she had lost the only companion of her life, and
that the man standing above her was a stranger; that hence-
forth only his body could be familiar to her; that she had
driven out a spirit and was alcr-e in the room and a!one on
earth. She did not accuse herself; she had passed beyond
accusation and judgement. She was cold. And into her cold -
ness, like the run of colour in a tempering metal, there
flowed the thought that while she was kneeling he woul J
stoop and touch her, and hearing him move she shuddered,
until at last she was lifted up.
Now, seeing that he was no stranger, that he had neither
contempt for her nor pity, but love only such as she knew
notbhg of, she suffered herself to be gathered coolly into
his j/.as and lifted her mouth to him in a wondering inno-
cence that was to herself a mystery. So gentle was he and
so silent that tears came into her eyes, and when he re-
leased her and would have her go from him, she gave him
her hand and was led out like a child.
But in the Castle, alone, she saw, or thought that she
saw, the truth, and she took a pen and wrote—in cruelty
or renunciation or compassion or love—begging that he
and she might never again meet, that he would go from
Enkendaal. She sent thj letter by a servant instantly, that
she might not recall it.

